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Which he perhaps may want, or may con- 
temn. 
■Now hear the frequent sigh; the gushing 

tear 
Dietains his cheek, and hides the hectic 

glow, 
©r psHid hue, each reigning in its turn : 
Yet still his face appears serene, compar'd 
T' his mind, where dark and lurid passions, 
With irightful intonations still contend. 

Now he essays to ease his treubl'd mind, 

In hoarding riches with a miser's gripe ! 

He thinks those happy who in this pur- 
suit, 

Outstrip all other cares ; but ah ! his 
heart 

I» far too noble ever to succeed ! 

Shall he oppress the widow, wrong the 
orphan ? 

Or with rapacious hand, assume the fruit, 

Matur'd toy the industry of another ? 

No, no! he scorns the paltry subterfuge, 

And rather chooses to be poor, than 
plac'd 

In the most fav'rite niche on Fortune's 
wheel, 

Attain'd unjustly. 

Anon he casts about, 
To find some clue amid the pat'.iless void, 
To lead him thro' the labyrinths of life, 
And tranquilize the tumults of his soul. 
Happy, thrice happy ! if some friendly 

hand 
Points to the paths of peace. Religion 

shines, 
Benignly charming, o'er the turbid waves, 
And stills th' impetuous fury of the storm, 
Sducing joy, and happiness, and peace, 
Extatic bliss in prospect, and possession ; 
A smiling conscience, and approving heav'n. 

S- 
Ballymtita, 



ON LOVE OF COUNTRY; 

BT THE .REV. WILLIAM BIRMINGHAM.* 

"■©the fond youth, whom fortune's band 

severe 
Had lur'd from home for many a painful 

year, 



*<Foran account of Mr. Birmingham, 
see Belfast Magazine, February, 1S12. 
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What joy to mark the tempest's fainter 
roar, 

Eye the hush'd wave, and hail the meet- 
ing shore ! 

Here, in fond strife, a parent and a bride, 
Dear tender names ! his clasping hand di- 
vide, 
That hand no more to wing the fateful 

dart; 
Love all it's warfare now, it's spoil the 

heart. 
Here brighter suns descend upon the vale, 
Spring ev'ry season, Zephyr e v'ry gale ; 
Fancy improves the music of the wood, 
And stains with gayer spots the finny 
brood. 

Blest Partiality ! ere life began, 

Heav'n blended sure the Patriot with the 

Man. 
Love breathes a secret charm on kindred 

things, 
Pours fragrance on the meads, and nectar 

on the springs. 

This, where vulcanoes flame, or thunders 

brood, 
Where Neptune binds in ice the rigid floe d, 
Treads the fix'd wave, th'instable furrows 

sows, 
And basks delighted in eternal snows. 

Away, fond exile, search the burning zone, 
Or realms of night, for riches best un- 
known ! 
Though lust impel thy guilty sail to roam, 
The heart magnetic points fur ever home. 

The wily Greek, to pleasure's soft abode 
His rock preferr'd, nor deign'd to be a god: 
For this despis'd Phceacia's happy mould, 
Her fruits perennial, and het branching 
gold. 

Place the rough Swede in Baia's region 
pure, 

'Midst gales of balms, and streams of pre- 
cious cure ; 

Gay, joyless scenes! his absent frost l.e 
sighs, 

And pines a wretch beneath Hesperian 
skies. 

No wand'rer he, whose roof humane re« 

ceives 
The swain benighted, or distress'd relieves; 
Where the tir'd swallow first unbinds the 

wing, 
Builds the safe nest, and bids a genial spring-. 
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But Iov'd of Heav'n, who loves his native 

cell, 
And where he crept an infant joys to 

dwell ; 
To whom both Indies seems his harvest 

store, 
And earth's last verge the nigh-resounding 

shore; 

Now in the grove, where oft the stripling 

play'd, 
Pensive he communes with his fost'ring 

shade ; 
Now his young shoots he tends by toil 

endear'd, 
And lives renew'd in all the plants he 

rear'd. 

Modest he asks th'all bounteous Giver 

bread, 
Seizes the flying hour, nor mourns the fled ; 
Content to breathe, content to yield his 

breath, 
His labour life, and his achievement death. 

Mix'd with his sire's, and on his country's 

breast, 
His task approv'd, he sinks to willing rest ; 
Till that last, morn awake him from the 

tomb 
To dearer union and a better home. 



THE TRAVELLER; 

BY THE SAME. 

VV HILST most, mistaught by supersti- 
tious lore, 
Their native soil religiously adore ; 
Fix'd to one corner of the grand machine, 
(The beauteous labours of the God unseen,) 
The same duli spot still indoltntly view, 
Like trees that ever stand where first they 

grew ; 
Give me that daring, that exalted soul, 
That burns to sweep the globe, and stride 

from pole to pole. 
The youth, whose wide-expanded heart 

disdains 
The stinting borders of his native plains : 
Who blends his country wi;h the common 

ball, 
And with unbounded love embraces all. 
]n the wide forest, on the rolling deep, 
Or lab'ring breathless up the giddy steep, 
NO dread he knows, while innocent of ill ; 
liis faithful guardian hovers round him 
still. 



His weeping friends and native home he 

leaves,, 
And bounds exultant o'er the mountain 

waves ; 
New to the flood, with trembling joy sur- 
veys 
The rocky terrors and surrounding seas : 
Here the huge Whale, a living island ; 

there 
The high-shot Porpoise spouts a flood in 

air; 
His form, once theirs, the gentler Dol- 
phins scan, 
And conscious hail a kindred-guest in man : 
Round all the finny tribes, (a pleasing 

scene) 
Delighted gambol on the floating green. 
Now leaps his heart : his akiag eyes ex- 
plore 
The growing prospect of the coming shore; 
He greets the-nation to his labours giv'n, 
And thanks the guiding Providence of 

Heav'n ; 
Adopts the soil,.and owns his mother earth, 
The self-same mould of that which gave 

him birth ; 
Save that in this diviner forms appear, 
And fuller harvests crown the yellow year: 
The mellowing apple courts his reaching 

hand, 
And frequent vineyards bless the purple 

land. 
Here scenes on scenes his wand'ring eyes 

delight ; 
A new creation bursts upon his sight : 
Proud fanes, fair cities, palaces and kings, 
And all the vast variety of things: 
Where'er he turns, his ravish'd optics see 
Th' enchanting form of youthful novelty. 
What, though beneath a Heav'n unknown 

he lies, 
There balmy slumbers close unnative eyes ; 
The kindly Phoebus sheds the genial ray, 
And fountains spring, and curling Zephyrs 

play. 
What boots to sink beneath the stroke of 

death 
In the same spot he drew his earliest 

breath ? 
Thence has his soul a shorter flight to 

rest ? 
Will native earth lie lighter on his breast ? 
Why anxious where th unheeding relique 

sleep, 
In thft/emotest land, or whelming deep ? 
Will the sad pompous hearse, or polish'd 

bust, 
Avail the wand'ring ghost, or shrouded 

dust ? 



